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Golden Bracelets 


by WillmancatJAM 


Summary 


Reaching for the golden bracelets, Tommy’s instincts clouding his mind repeating the 
words ‘gold gold gold mine’ 


Tommy is suddenly snapped back to reality as the scary man snatches his hand away 
turning to face Tommy, holding onto a weapon he was unable to previously see. Tommy 
then realizes what the man is 


Long pointy ears 


Tusks 
Rough pinkish skin 


Oh. 


or 
An au where Tommy is a homeless piglin hybrid barley making it by in life. When the 
number one villain blood god stumbles upon this small child, promptly adopting said child. 


Notes 


This is my very first fic, ive had this idea set in my mind for awhile now and finally wrote 
it:D 


Shoutout to Moonbee and Peaches for peer reviewing this 


I hope you enjoy 


See the end of the work for more notes 


The wind blows fiercely into the small alleyway, pushing stray trash into the surrounding walls 
and sparing no one from the harsh slice of Mother Nature’s blade. Time was occupied by the 
echoing chorus of life that thrived just beyond the reach of the alleyway, faint and busy. This 
threshold did as well as it could at holding the relentless sound of civilian life just out of reach. 


This space led deep into surrounding shadows, and followed them to an abrupt end. This occupied 


a space made into home; to house only the strayest of beings. There lies an old tattered blanket, 
seemingly abandoned by its owner. Even this did its best to barely keep the deep winter chill at 
bay. 


The first thing that Tommy can remember is the cold, the deep chill that constantly struck his 


spine. Which is ironic seeing that Tommy himself is a creature of the nether; constantly hearing the 


stories of the unbearable heat that comes from the wasteland, haunting him with the need for a 
sonder, to be provided and cared for. 


It was known by the majority of people that piglins valued their pack dynamic, holding their 
sonder close. The provider is meant and expected to present the runts with the utmost care and 
affection, constantly providing them with gold to appease their instincts. 


Tommy has never experienced having a sonder of his own. He doesn't have the need to be a part 
of a sonder, being the independent man he is. He doesn't need any help finding the missing piece 
of his warmth, Tommy didn't understand the need to be cared for. Who cares about the constant 
longing for his provider to come back and save him from the winter chill, not him! 


All Tommy needs in his life is Henry and Shroud, not a pack or anyone. Henry and Shroud have 
always been there for him. Ever since the baker's wife gave them to him, he's treasured him close. 
He doesn't need pity, though the company they give him is nice. 


The baker always gives him fresh bread using the excuse that the bread “didn't sell”. Tommy knew 
it was a lie, the bakery was always so busy. Constant smell of sweets drifting through the streets, 
passersby being drawn into the homely bakery. The baker always gave him a pitiful look whenever 
he stopped to visit the two. Tommy doesn't need the pity he's been on his own for as long as he can 
remember, he knows how to take care of himself. 


Tommy hated the look the baker would always give him whenever he would visit. He wasn't a 
little baby runt anymore, Tommy was his own provider he didn't need the pitiful looks from the 
baker or her wife, though Tommy never had the heart to decline the gift from the older piglin. 


Sitting in the corner of the alley way was Tommy himself. Wrapped around the young boy was a 
tattered old blanket. Tommy holding Henry and Shroud close to his chest, tail flicking in the wind. 
The faint sounds of siren reaching him, ears twitching at the far off comtotion. 


What caught the attention of the child though was the footsteps getting increasingly closer to his 
home. Tommy’s heart starting to race faster as he rushes to hide his hoard. He's gotta protect 
Henry and Shroud, they are all he has and no one will take them from him. 


The kid ran, his feet pounding against the hard cement. Placing himself behind an old dumpster 
that claimed a part of his home. Tail anxiously swishing to the beat of his heart, peaking past the 
dumpster catching his attention was the soft pink hair of a large scary man. 


Tommy’s breath hitches. The terrifying man had a large skull mask, seemingly made out of bones 
adorned with jewels and gold. Looking as if he was a supervillain in those comic books Tommy 
would sometimes see when he was searching for a place to sleep at night. 


Tommy scrambles his feet and throws himself against the wall, hair falling into his face as the 
scary man stops far too close to him, tail violently moving as the blood rushes to his ears. 


What drew his attention back to the scary man was the sound of electronic presses and beeping. 
Curiosity taking over his previous fear. Looking past the dumpster once he sees the man using a 
small rectangular device. 


Drawing the younger piglins attention away from the device was the gold jewelry that adorned the 
man. He was seemingly covered in many necklaces, bracelets, and rings. A second look brought a 
familiar weight to his hands as he saw it shine in all its beauty: Gold. The younger instincts itching 
to grab some to wear all of the bracelets no matter the size of them pupils slowly dilating as he 
gazed upon the man's gold. 


Tommy watched as the scary man continued to mess with the small device, leaving an arm resting 
limply at the side of his body. 


Tommys eyes widen as his eyes land on a small emerald surrounded by gold. Tommy faintly 
registers his instincts taking over as his pupils blow to the size of saucers. Gaining the courage 
Tommy leaves his hiding spot to approach the golden bracelet. 


Reaching for the golden bracelets, Tommy’s instincts clouding his mind repeating the words ‘gold 
gold gold mine’ 


Tommy is suddenly snapped back to reality as the scary man snatches his hand away turning to 
face Tommy, holding onto a weapon he was unable to previously see. Tommy then realizes what 
the man is 


Long pointy ears 


Tusks 


Rough pinkish skin 


Oh. 


Oh fuck.. 


His blood ran cold. Tommy backs up falling onto the ground extremely hard and it hurts drawing 
tears to his eyes. He can't cry, he's too much of a big man too. The impact causes his whole body to 
ache, the world spinning around as he pushes himself up smacking the wall as he attempts to get 
away from the scary man. 


His lungs are burning, begging for air to enter the body, never listening to the small boy. Parts of 
him chanting the warning predator predator predator. 


Looking up to still see the man still approaching him. Tommy let out a series of panicked squeals 
that caused the man to freeze on sight. 


The man rushed over to the boy taking off his skull mask as he approached, quickly dropping to 
his knees to get close to the panicking Piglin. Leaving his mask behind focusing his attention on 
calming down the runt, he realized that the only way he was going to exactly figure out how to 
deal with this was to first calm this child down. 


“Alrighty,” he sits on the ground with a huff, crossing his legs tightly and putting his hands down 
on his legs. “Kid, I need you to try to breathe with me, okay?” 


Tommy tried to back up, he needed to put distance between him and the man. Too close meant that 
it was just a matter of time, and space let him think. He let out a surprised chuff as two hands held 
him arms down to his sides suddenly. His brain blanked, he couldn’t move and couldn’t think. This 
was the end, it had to be. 


Wait. 


Henry and Shroud. 


Where were they? 


Was the man going to take them? 


“Kid. Can you understand English?” Tommy just stared at him blankly, not knowing what to do. 


He had to find them, so he started to look around frantically. He had to find them, they were the 
holders of his legacy. The Great Big Man, TommyInnit. They were the last things reminding a big 
world of an up-and-coming Super Boy, someone who was going to save them! 


His hands were starting to go numb. This had to be the end. The man was holding his arms so tight, 
he had to be doing that on purpose. It had to be to make him weak, so that he couldn’t fight. 


He needed to fight back. 


“Okay.” Breathing deeply, he looked back at the child, “ Piglin?” 


Tommy stopped before he even had a chance to start. 


Realizing what the man had said, Tommy was brought back to the situation at hand. He was just a 
kid, sitting in an alley. 


There was no Super Boy. 


There was no up-and-coming hero. 


Tommy was just an abandoned kid with nothing to hold but his two best friends. 


He was still holding Tommy’s shaking hands at the side of his body. The numbness was leaving a 
tingling warmth, it didn’t hurt and it wasn’t scary. It was almost comforting as it continued to 
spread from the touch. 


The man took a deep breath, catching Tommy’s attention. “Are you back with me, kid?” 


Realizing that the man was talking to him, Tommy gives a shy nod finally giving a response to the 
pink haired man. 


“You can’t be older than a runt. Where is your sonder? Are you lost?” The man begins to rub his 
arm. A new type of warmth blossoming in Tommy's chest. Expelling the winter chill from the boy 


deep in his spine. 


The man patiently waits for a response from Tommy, giving him a slight chuff while the boy 
processes the question that was thrown out for him. 


Slowly Tommy registers what the man is asking 


“T don't have a sonder, i don't need one I can take care of myself i'm a big man” , Tommy all but 
shouts at the name with a sudden burst of energy 


The man gives Tommy the sad look, the one the baker always gave him whenever he would visit. 
She would always give him a sad look whenever his tail would sway after she would give him a hot 
meal. 


He didn't need the pity, He was Big Man Tommy for fucks sake. 


Tommy glares at the man for giving him the look. He should know Tommy’s old enough to be on 
his own 


He doesn't need a sounder, he can be his own hero in this world. 


He doesnt need anyone to come and save him; he's fine on his own. 


Tommy involuntarily lets out a whine as the man removes his hands from his arm. The chilling 
cold quickly retreated back to Tommy.. 


Tommy flinches as the man reaches out towards tommys face, closing his eyes as tightly as he is 
possible. He flinches as the man's warm hands cup his face, thumb gently padding across his 
cheek.. 


The young piglet's body shook as the man's second hand cradled the back of the blonde’s head. 
The warmth spread back with more power than the previous hold the man had him in. 


Tommy subconsciously relaxes into the hold, letting the warmth he's oh so craved for spread 
throughout him. 


The man sighing fondly at Tommy as he nuzzles into the hand, “That's right runt, all safe i'll keep 
you safe. No one will hurt you as long as i'm here” 


Chuff Chuff Chuff 


Tommy's body practically went boneless at this action. Instincts preening at the thought of there 
being another Piglin taking care of him. 


Instincts ringing in his ears. 


“Provider Safe Gold Safe Provider” 


Tommy holds back a whine as the man's hands retreat from Tommy's body, not noticing the man 
reaching towards something. To focused on his storming mind, quickly filling with worry. 


He's never going to get the warmth back, he's going to be stuck in this shitty alleyway with only 
Henry and Shroud to protect. He's never going to be able to give them a warm and safe home, 
They're going to leave him just like everyone else he's ever known. 


Tommy doesn't notice through the fear and worry that has taken over. He doesn't notice the man 
quietly taking hold of Tommys small wrist dragging it towards himself. He does notice though that 
the man is attempting to give Tommy the very same bracelet that dragged him into this mess. 


A small gasp leaves Tommy as his attention snaps back seeing the man giving Tommy a part of 
his own hoard. Eyes dilating as his instincts start to creep back, a familiar fog trying wrapping 
around his head. 


Tommy shakes his head trying to get rid of his instincts trying to focus on what the man in front of 
him plans to do with Tommy himself. He can't die yet, who will take care of Henry or Shroud? 


“Runt take gold” 


Tommys eyes snap back to the man shock taking over the previous worry the boy had. Seemingly 
deep in his instincts as well The man is attempting to dress Tommy in gold. Feeling his fingers itch 
to take the offered gift, Tommy tries to fight off his instincts until the man gives Tommy a 
confirming grunt. 


Tommy wasn’t sure how long it took his instinct to take over, Pupils expanding to the size of 
saucers. All the young piglin can focus on is the gold currently sitting comfortably, his wrist 
instincts screaming. 


“Shiny. Gold. Shiny.” 


The once quiet alleyway is full of squeals of excitement from the young piglin, the man replying 
with his own comforting chuffs 


Tommys chest starts up a small purr as the man takes off the golden rings placing them on 
Tommys very own fingers, draping him in gold as if he was the most precious part of his hoard. 


Warmth blossoms throughout Tommy’s chest at the thought of being in his hoard. The urge to do 
the same to the man, to give the man gold to dress him in only the finest of jewelry. To keep him 
locked away from the freezing cold, keeping him safe and sound. 


Tommy's brain becomes a mess of * Sonder-Protecter-safe-gold-shiny’. Blocking out any rational 
thought the boy could possibly have. 


Instincts preening at the thought of finally having a sonder, a provider someone to keep him safe 
from the freezing cold seemingly always taking hold of his body. 


“Runt, Name Techno” 


Tommys chuffs excitedly at knowing his provider's name. Purrs only increase in volume as he 
hears Techno starts to purr.. 


Tommys goes boneless flopping onto his Providers chest, finally feeling safe knowing he doesn't 
have to protect Henry and Shroud alone now. 


Techno chuffs out a series of “safe-sonder-mine-protect” 


“Protected-safe-yours”’, Tommy replies 


Tommy distantly feels himself be cradled to Technos chest, as if he is a fragile piece of glass. Held 
close to Technos as if he was precious, the most important thing in the world. The purrs rattled 
Tommy’s body leaving Tommy practically a pile of putty in Technos arms. 


He feels Techno stand up walking over body swaying to the sound of his steps. Tommy distantly 
registers Techno entering his den picking up Henry and Shroud, carefully setting them into 
Tommys arms. Tommys body subcosinaly draws the two in happily chuffing at techno, 


Feeling as safe as he can be in his provider's arms, Tommys mind slowly slips from consciousness. 
Feeling Technos purr rattle his body, with Henry and Shroud close he allows the consciousness to 
leave him knowing his provider will keep him safe . 


“Runt-Mine-Gold”’ 


The cold finally leaves Tommy’s body, to never return to the small boy. He's finally found his 
sonder, his missing warmth. 


“Don't worry runt, I'll keep you safe no one will be able to hurt you again” Techno mumbls to the 
small boy as they exit the alley way. 


And if anyone saw the Blood god cradling a small boy to his chest, they were too nervous to say 
anything. 


The boy has found his missing warmth 


End Notes 


AND SCENE THANK YOU FOR READING 


follow me on twitter if youd like @WIIImancatJAM 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


